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Dramatis Personae:
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Henry Irving, actor/director of the Lyceum Theatre, Wellington Street, Westminster, London –50, tall,
slender, with an aristocratic bearing
Abraham (Bram) Stoker, former Dublin civil servant, now business manager for the Lyceum and parttime novelist – 40, greying hair and full, trimmed beard
Lucilla Desmond, an actress in the Lyceum and friend of Stoker – mid 40s, though tries to look younger,
an accomplished woman of the world, with dyed blonde hair – a Sarah Bernhardt type
Mina Murray, an English typist, though of Irish descent, working for Stoker and engaged to Seán
Haircéar – early 20s, medium brown hair, rather unassuming
Seán Haircéar, a young solicitor from Co. Longford working in London – mid-20s, dark-haired, Gaelic
type – good-looking, muscular (pronounced har ker’)
Lord Edward Cooper, Anglo-Irish owner of Markree Castle, Co. Sligo, and would-be part-time resident of
London – also appears to be in his late 50s or early 60s, could be played by the same actor as Henry
Irving
Dr. John Seward, physician/amateur psychiatrist, with a clinic in London – late 30s/early 40s, sporting a
goatee and moustache, considers himself quite debonair; an admirer of Lucilla
A messenger, early 20s – Cockney speaker; he later plays a servant (Tadhg) at Markree Castle
The play is set in London and in Co. Sligo during the months of April and May, 1888.
Scenes of the play:
Act I, Scene 1 - Henry Irving’s dressing room, Lyceum Theatre – afternoon, April 26, 1888
Act I, Scene 2 – Public house, Wellington Street, London - early evening, April 26, 1888
Act I, Scene 3 – Dressing room, Lyceum Theatre – late that evening
Act II, Scene 1 – Drawing room, Markree Castle, Co. Sligo – early evening, April 30, 1888
Act II, Scene 2 – Drawing room, Markree Castle – about two hours later
Act II, Scene 3 – Mina Murray’s bedsit, Notting Hill Gate, London; Seán Haircéar’s room, Markree Caste
late evening, April 30, 1888 (split stage)
Act II, Scene 4 – Drawing room, Markree Castle – 11:50 p.m. that night
Act III, Scene 1– Stoker’s office in the Lyceum Theatre – 10:00 a.m., May 2
Act III, Scene 2 -Dr. Seward’s surgery, near Piccadilly Circus – that afternoon about 2:00 p.m.
Act III, Scene 3 - Dr. Seward’s surgery, about 5:00 p.m. that day
Act III, Scene 4 – Stoker’s office, about an hour later
Act III, Scene 5 - Seán Haircéar’s room in Markree Castle at the same time
Act III, Scene 6 - Irving’s dressing room, Lyceum Theatre – about ½ hour later
Act IV, Scene 1 - Village inn, Toberbride, Co. Sligo – early evening, May 5, 1888
Act IV, Scene 2 - Front of Markree Castle, Co. Sligo – about 9:00 p.m. that night
Act IV, Scene 3 - Drawing room, Markree Castle – 2 hours later
Act IV, Scene 4 – Seán Haircéar’s room, as in Act II – 10 minutes later
Act V, Scene 1 – Public house, Wellington Street, London – May 25, 1888 - evening

ACT I, Scene 1
2

Mid-afternoon in Henry Irving’s dressing room in the Lyceum Theatre, London. On his table are the script
for Macbeth, make-up jars, a wig, etc. Irving is wearing a dark green tartan kilt and sash, over a longsleeved white shirt, charging back and forth holding a claymore aimed at an invisible foe, and reciting his
lines from V, viii:
IRVING. “Of all men else I have avoided thee./ But get thee back! My soul is too much charged/ With
blood of thine already.”
STOKER (coming into the dressing room rather sheepishly). Mr. Irving, there’s a problem with tonight’s
box office returns…
IRVING (putting down the sword). What is it man? Can’t you see I’m trying to rehearse?
STOKER. Sorry, sir, but we seem to have misplaced a good share of the receipts.
IRVING. How much? Speak up!
STOKER. About two hundred pounds, I’m afraid.
IRVING. How could you have misplaced that much!
STOKER. I was distracted when a group of actors burst into the office. They were arguing over whether
Macduff should hold your head above his own after decapitating you, or thrust it towards the audience.
I thought I put the money in the central desk drawer, but when I looked later I couldn’t find it.
IRVING. Well, then, if you can’t find it I shall merely dock it from your salary!
STOKER. I’ll look, sir.
IRVING (peremptorily). Then make sure you do.
IRVING exits.
STOKER. How many years have I slaved for that man and never got a word of thanks!
LUCILLA enters.
LUCILLA. Bram, darling, what has happened? You look as though you’ve lost your last, best friend.
STOKER. I’m afraid I’ve lost a bit of tonight’s takings and Irving wants to take it out of my hide.
LUCILLA. He always says those things and never does them.
STOKER. Yes, but this time he seems to be serious.
LUCILLA. Why don’t I help you look for it?
STOKER. Would you really?
LUCILLA. Of course, darling: aren’t we in this boat together?
STOKER. You’re right: and sometimes I think it’s rapidly sinking.
LUCILLA and STOKER exchange glances and then exit. End of scene.
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ACT I, Scene 2
Early that evening (about 6:00 p.m.), in a public house adjacent to the theatre, Stoker is sitting at a table
drinking a pint of bitters, when in walk Seán Haircéar and his fiancée, Mina. They are holding hands,
obviously in love with each other. They see Stoker and walk over to his table.
STOKER. Good evening, friends. How are you both doing?
SEÁN. Very well, Mr. Stoker.
STOKER. Please call me Bram (extending his right hand).
SEÁN. Very well, then, “Bram” (shaking the proffered hand).
STOKER. What brings you out to Westminster on a Thursday evening?
MINA. Seán has been arranging transportation to Sligo this coming Saturday. He’s doing some
conveyancing for Lord Cooper, who’s buying a villa in Pimlico.
STOKER. Very fashionable area that and quite central.
SEÁN. Yes, that appears to be his idea: he wants to be able to come to the theatre, but still be able to go
out into the country without much bother.
STOKER. Have you ever met Lord Cooper?
SEÁN. No, I can’t say I have. He has only corresponded with my firm of solicitors.
STOKER. I heard in Dublin that he was rather reclusive: that no one sees him but a few servants.
SEÁN. I believe you’re right, but now he suddenly wants to go out into the world.
MINA. That does seem rather odd, particularly at his age.
STOKER. Whatever do you mean, Miss Mina: you know a man can go out into the world and even marry
whenever he chooses, even at the ripe old age of 60!
MINA. That’s not what I meant: it’s just that someone who’s spent most of his life secluded in an Irish
castle isn’t likely to want to mingle with the masses in Central London.
SEÁN. Well perhaps that explains it: he may have tired of all that countryside and wants to see a bit of
city life. At any rate, I’ll be meeting him by next Monday evening in Sligo.
MINA. I am a bit concerned about your travelling across the Irish Sea and then overland without any
chance of rest.
SEÁN. I’m well used to it, my love: remember I come from a village in the Irish Midlands and had to
travel a good 20 miles just to get to a decent-sized town. Dublin was a metropolis for me and I can’t
even say what London’s like in comparison to that.
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MINA. Ah, for those of us who grew up in London, it’s not such a great thing. Often I think I would love
to move to Ireland and breathe some fresh Irish air.
SEÁN. You know that’s what we plan to do, a chara, when I’ve gotten my solicitor’s license and can
practice on my own.
STOKER. That sounds a commendable idea to me. I’ve thought of returning to Dublin, but something…
or someone… here has a strange hold over me…
Enter LUCILLA on the arm of DR. SEWARD.
LUCILLA (coming up to the table). Bram, have you met Dr. John Seward? John, this is my good friend
and confidant, Abraham, or Bram, Stoker.
DR. SEWARD (extending his hand). Very nice to see you again, old chap. We met when Lucilla was
performing last season. In the meanwhile, she has told me so much about you.
STOKER (slightly taken aback). Oh, has she now? (also extending his hand to Seward).
LUCILLA. Of course all of it extremely complimentary.
DR. SEWARD. She’s said that you virtually hold the Lyceum together with little recognition for your
efforts.
STOKER (rather abashed). Well, that’s not entirely true…
LUCILLA. Oh darling, you know it is. Whatever would poor Henry do without you…
STOKER. I doubt he would like being called “poor.”
LUCILLA. You know what I mean. He may be the greatest Shakespearean actor of his day, but he
couldn’t manage the theatre if his life depended on it.
STOKER. By the way, do you both know Mina Murray, my typist, and her fiancé, Seán Haircéar? Mina
and Seán, these are my friends, the actrine Lucilla Desmond and her escort, Dr. John Seward.
DR. SEWARD and LUCILLA (together). No, but it’s lovely to meet you (the men shake hands while the
women lightly embrace and separate).
MINA. Miss Desmond, how long have you worked in the theatre?
LUCILLA. Mina, dear, it’s been far too long. I was an ingénue when Henry brought his production of
Hamlet to Dublin in ’76 and I played Ophelia, I believe.
STOKER. Actually, my dear Lucilla, I think it was Gertrude.
LUCILLA. Well, either way I was one of the younger members of the company. Certainly Ophelia was
one of my greatest roles, second only to Lady M. in the new production.
Enter MESSENGER, crossing over to STOKER.
MESSENGER. Beggin’ your pardon, gov’nuh, but I have an urgent message from Mr. Irving. He requests
your immediate return to sort out somefink or other.
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STOKER (to others, chugging down the rest of his pint). Then I guess duty calls and I must go back. Dr.
Seward, John, will I see you at the dress rehearsal this evening?
DR. SEWARD. You may depend on it.
STOKER exits as the others look at him rather bemusedly. End of scene.

ACT I, Scene 3
Late that evening, in the dressing room, as in first scene. Irving is at his dressing table, removing his
make-up, now just wearing the long shirt with ruffled sleeves, open at the neck, without the sash, dried
“blood” around the neckline.
Enter STOKER.
STOKER. Mr. Irving, I thought the dress rehearsal went quite well, considering…
IRVING. What do you mean, “considering”?
STOKER. Well, sir, all the bad luck, with the light can falling from the track, Mr. Conrad toppling from the
stage in Act III...
IRVING. I told you to mark the stage better.
STOKER. I did, sir, but someone erased the chalk lines.
IRVING. Stoker, how many times have I told you to check on these things before the show begins?
STOKER (changing the topic). Ahem, I thought Miss Desmond was in quite good form this evening.
IRVING. Passable, merely passable. She wasn’t particularly convincing in her mad scene. All that
wringing of her hands to no end.
STOKER. Mr. Irving, have you met her friend, Dr. John Seward, yet?
IRVING. I have, but what of it?
STOKER. They seem to get on quite well together.
IRVING. Other than the fact he’s a bit of a quack, he seems a rather decent fellow.
STOKER. What do you mean by “quack,” sir?
IRVING. He experiments with various drugs in the treatments at his clinic, and I hear he also uses a new
therapy called hypnosis.
STOKER. And what, pray tell, is this hypnosis used for?
IRVING. Allegedly it’s to help patients recover forgotten memories.
STOKER. And what might the purpose of that be?
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IRVING. Well, if they’d been sexually interfered with, for example, by an uncle or their father even, it
would help them remember that.
STOKER. And what would the good of that be? (then, slipping into Irish brogue): sure, isn’t it better to
let the poor creatures forgot anything like that ever happened to them?
IRVING. You bloody Irish are all the same: wanting to pretend nothing evil had ever transpired in the
hopes that things will soon get better.
STOKER. Do you mean like the… famine?
IRVING. I thought you lot never mentioned that.
STOKER. Normally we don’t, only when you talk about evil…
IRVING. I hope you’re not going to go rabbiting on about how we English were responsible for it!?
STOKER. No, sir, it’s just that…
IRVING. What, man, speak up!
STOKER. Sir, this year marks the 40th anniversary of the worst of it and I was thinking of going back to
the west of Ireland for some commemorations.
IRVING. Well, as long as it doesn’t conflict with this production or the one planned for the fall, I really
don’t care.
STOKER. No, sir, I assumed you didn’t which is why I planned to go in May, once this show is completed.
IRVING. Well, then, it’s all settled.
End of scene and Act I.

Act II, Scene 1
Drawing room of Markree Castle, Co. Sligo. The room is appointed in rather old-fashioned, mid-19th
century furnishings which look as though they’ve seen better days. There’s a sofa along the rear right
wall, a fireplace against the left wall, and two armchairs with a small table near the sofa, holding an old,
leather-bound book and a small bell. Through a window to the left of the chairs and table one can see
the sunset over a distant landscape. A servant in worn livery enters the room through a door on stage
right, followed by Seán Haircéar who is carrying a large leather portfolio.
SERVANT (TADHG) (turning to SEÁN): Mr. Haircéar, I will inform his lordship that you have arrived. I
know he has been expecting you. Please sit down while you await his arrival (leading SEÁN to one of the
armchairs and looking out the window) and note the beautiful sunset from this spot!
Exit TADHG.
SEÁN (sitting down and stretching his legs out). Well, he might at least have offered me something to
drink… (He picks up the book, begins turning the pages and then reads): “In 1653 John Cooper, Cornet,
married the widow, Máire Rua O’Brien, whose husband Conor O’Brien, head of the clan, had been
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defeated and killed by the Cromwellian army…” (At this point a rustling is heard in the hallway and
SEÁN closes the book.)
Enter LORD EDWARD COOPER.
LORD COOPER (extending his hand towards SEÁN, who stands and hurriedly sets the book down). Mr.
Haircéar, I see you have been reading up on my family’s history.
SEÁN (shaking hands with LORD COOPER). Yes, Sir Edward: I noticed that your ancestors include the
famous Máire Rua O’Brien.
LORD COOPER. Yes, she was a formidable woman, forced by the vicissitudes of fate to marry one of her
second husband’s enemies in order to preserve the family fortune.
SEÁN. Those must have been difficult times: either one married into the new English gentry or faced
deportation to Connacht.
LORD COOPER. Right you are, and she must not have been too particular about the Catholic religion,
since she was willing to convert to Protestantism to preserve her O’Brien sons’ estate and, in fact, they
even took the name Cooper. Eventually, Cromwell’s bequest included the land and castle you’re in now.
SEÁN. Does that bother you at all: the fact that “Old Ironsides,” the butcher of Drogheda, endowed your
family with the land and wealth they have held ever since?
LORD COOPER. I try not to think about it much. My family has done much good for the peasantry in the
intervening 250 years, including large cauldrons of soup during the time of the Great Hunger. I think
that has righted any wrongs committed by my ancestors.
SEÁN (changing the topic). My lord, I have brought the deed for the villa in Pimlico as you directed my
firm.
LORD COOPER. There is no need to get into that immediately. Won’t you have a glass of wine or some
other refreshments? (Ringing the small bell)
Enter TADHG.
SERVANT. Yes, milord?
LORD COOPER. Tadhg, would you bring in some claret and a few glasses?
TADHG bows and exits.
LORD COOPER. It is so difficult to get good servants these days. Tadhg and his family have been with us
since the… you know... calamity.
SEÁN. Yes, sir, I understand. Many families in this part of the country were forced to move during that
period. My own family left Sligo for Co. Longford, hoping to find work. They were lucky, which is why I
grew up in Ireland rather than in England or Americay.
LORD COOPER. And then you read law in Dublin?
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SEÁN. Yes, I was fortunate enough to be admitted to the Catholic University and from there I moved on
to London, since there were very few firms hiring in Dublin at the time.
LORD COOPER. Yes, I see. But don’t you enjoy the pleasures which London has to offer?
TADHG enters with tray holding a decanter filled with red wine and two crystal glasses, which
he sets on the table and then exits.
LORD COOPER (to SEÁN). Mr. Haircéar, let me pour you some wine. I rarely drink… wine... but I will
share some with you to be sociable. Please sit over here on the sofa, which is much more comfortable.
(He pours two glasses, handing one to SEÁN and taking the other for himself. They both sit down on the
sofa. He holds the glass towards the setting sun and admires the color and clarity. Then, under his
breath:) This is a fine wine, paid for by the blood and sweat of my tenants… (next, changing the topic):
Mr. Haircéar, why don’t you show me the deed for the property in Pimlico and tell me more about the
neighborhood?
SEÁN. Certainly, my lord (pulling a sheaf of papers from the portfolio). As you know much of the district
was built during the ’20s, though this house is rather newer, yet still in the Regency style. I think you will
find it quite comfortable. The villa is large without being too pretentious, and the garden sweeps down
to a wooded copse. A ruined abbey lies some small distance from the house and I’ve heard it said that
the ghosts of monks are occasionally heard reciting their offices.
LORD COOPER. How appropriate… I mean the fact that the landscape includes a ruined abbey.
SEÁN. Yes, Lord Edward. I gather you have already deposited the required funds so the document only
awaits your signature.
LORD COOPER (taking the document and reading it over). Mr. Haircéar, this all seems to be quite
correctly executed (and then signing it). Now, we need to think about eating something…
SEÁN. Milord, I thought I would return to the village inn once we’d completed this transaction.
LORD COOPER. No, I insist: I rarely have company for dinner, especially someone so well appointed... I
mean educated as yourself. I think a nice, juicy beefsteak would be perfect for the occasion (again
ringing the bell at which TADHG enters.) Tadhg, please take Mr. Haircéar’s bags upstairs to the guest
room. He will be staying with us for a few days.
SEÁN. But….
LORD COOPER. Mr. Haircéar, I won’t take no for an answer.
TADHG exits and one hears the sound of bags being dragged upstairs.
LORD COOPER. Now, let me show you the view looking out over our garden here (standing, helping
SEÁN to his feet, and leading him to the window). We are noted throughout the county for the beauty
of our roses…
End of scene.

Act II, Scene 2
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Drawing room of Markree Castle, about two hours later. Seán is seated in one of the armchairs with a
brandy snifter in his hand, while Lord Cooper is standing in front of him. He has been holding forth on
the history of his family in Co. Sligo and their estates.
LORD COOPER. So, you see, Mr. Haircéar, we have vastly improved the condition of larger estates in
these parts, even though this has meant knocking down a few dilapidated cottages here and there.
SEÁN. But how has this helped the tenants?
LORD COOPER. The peasants had begun leaving even before the Hunger, unable to earn enough to pay
the rents. We merely removed the unsightly ruins they left to provide better views.
SEÁN (setting the glass on a side table and rising to his feet). What about stories of starving tenants who
came to the gates of estates like yours hoping for even a crust of bread?
LORD COOPER. As I said to you before, we had done all we could, even killing off all the game in the
forests to cook into giant soups. We couldn’t help it that it still wasn’t enough and they began dying in
droves.
SEÁN. Like the poor souls in Louisburg, who walked twelve miles to Delphi Lodge while your people
were at dinner, supping on choice meats, and who were told there was no food for them? And then,
when they started walking back, a violent storm came up, which blew them into the Black Lake so that
hundreds of them drowned?
LORD COOPER. How was that our fault? We never asked them to come to the lodge, and we certainly
couldn’t control the weather…
End of scene.

Act II, Scene 3
Mina Murray’s bedsit in Notting Hill Gate, around 10:00 p.m. There is a small bed, a bedside table and
chair and wardrobe. The furniture is respectable, but none of it is very new. A dressing gown has been
thrown over the chair, and Mina Murray is lying in bed tossing her head from side to side.
MINA (in her sleep). Oh, Seán, my love, where are you? (Awakening). Oh, I had the most horrible
nightmare that my Seán was wrapped in a giant spider-web with a large black spider spinning down a
thread ready to devour him! (Then she rises from the bed and puts on the dressing gown, while her
room grows dark.)
Then light comes up on other side to reveal Seán Haircéar’s room in Markree Castle. He’s lying in a fourposter bed with a red valence and a dark red bedspread covering him. There is another armchair, similar
to the ones seen earlier in the drawing room, with his clothes and a towel draped over it. We see him by
moonlight coming through an open window.
SEÁN (tossing in bed). A Mina mo chroí, tá grá mór agam ort! [Mina of my heart, I love you so much]
(He reaches his arms out from the bed and awakens.),
Knock at the door. SEÁN rises from the bed and quickly wraps a towel around his waist.
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SEÁN. Tar isteach, I mean Come in.
TADHG (bearing a tray with a glass of milk). Mr. Haircéar, milord thought you might like something to
help you sleep after your long journey.
SEÁN. I had been asleep, but just awoke after having a strange dream. I thought my fiancée, Mina, was
endangered back in London.
TADHG. Mr. Haircéar, sir, I imagine that is just from the exhaustion caused by your travels. The milk will
undoubtedly soothe you and you’ll sleep as soundly as a babe in his mother’s arms!
SEÁN. Thanks for that, Tadhg (drinking the milk). Oh, this is good: it has a rather sweet taste.
TADHG. Oh, his lordship always insists on adding a special ingredient.
SEÁN. What is it then, chamomile or ginger?
TADHG. I couldn’t say, Mr. Haircéar.
SEÁN (beginning to grow drowsy). Ah, I think I will sleep better now (crawling back in bed). Please
thank his lordship for me.
TADHG. I will, sir, oh most definitely.
TADHG exits.
Light returns to the other side of the stage, and we see Mina with her hands raised to her head in fear,
pulling her hair, looking quite frantic. Lights out. End of scene.

ACT II, Scene 4
Drawing room in Markree Castle, same as II, 1 and 2, now with a silver chalice on the table. With low
lighting, we see TADHG dragging in a heavy object which, as the light comes up, we see is the
unconscious semi-nude body of SEÁN. Tadhg brings him over to the sofa and then props him up on it,
with one arm hanging down to the floor. LORD COOPER walks over to the prostrate form and takes hold
of the arm.
LORD COOPER (to TADHG). The drug seems to have done the trick: he’s totally out. It’s almost
midnight, so the ritual must soon begin. He appears to be a virgin, so the goddess should be pleased.
TADHG. Yes, milord, it will soon be Béaltaine (pronounced “Bel’ ti ne”), the ancient festival of the fires of
Béal, and we must have our sacrifice or once again famine will come upon the land.
LORD COOPER. Our Celtic ancestors ended the ritual in the 17th century in the hopes of being accepted
by their English overlords and we see what that led to – Cromwell and his men ravaging the land – and
in this century the priests once again interfered, wanting to end paganism, leading to the great disaster
40 years ago.
SEÁN on the sofa begins to stir.
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TADHG (pulling out a small, bone-handled knife). We must hurry, Lord Edward, before the victim
awakens. (He hands the knife to LORD COOPER.)
LORD COOPER. I will cut his vein, while you hold the silver chalice and catch the blood. (He cuts deeply
into SEÁN’s arm, and we see the blood beginning to flow freely into the chalice.) Perhaps he will survive
– he appears to be a strong youth – but the goddess will have her due….
End of scene and Act II.

SHORT INTERMISSION

ACT III, Scene 1
Stoker sitting at a partners’ desk, piled with copies of scripts, books and miscellaneous papers. Opposite
him (on the other side of the desk) is an old manual typewriter, with a stack of paper next to it.
Enter MINA with dishevelled hair and clothes, and a distracted air about her.
STOKER (looking concerned). My God, Mina, whatever’s wrong?
MINA. I haven’t heard from Seán since he left on Saturday morning and I’m terribly worried something
has happened to him.
STOKER. Well, it’s only been four days.
MINA. Yes, but he planned to be at Markree Castle by Monday evening and he was going to telegraph
me after the deed transfer was completed to let me know when he’d be returning.
STOKER. Perhaps the telegraph lines are down.
MINA. No, I checked and they’re fine. I even sent a telegram to the inn in the town nearby to see if he’d
been there, and they said there was no sign of him.
STOKER. Have you tried getting through to Lord Cooper directly?
MINA. No, because I’m afraid of seeming too desperate.
STOKER. Perhaps I could try on your behalf.
MINA. Would you be so good as to do so?
STOKER. Of course, my dear Mina: I would do anything to promote your happiness. You’ve helped me
so much by typing all my manuscripts over the years. Without you I’d never have achieved even the
limited success as an author I have now.
MINA. Bram, what you need is a real “pot-boiler,” an adventure story where a group of courageous men
defeat a force of evil and maybe in the process save a woman in distress!
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STOKER. Mina, that’s an excellent idea. I’ll start to think about it once we’ve finished this wretched
play. Everyone in theatre always says “The Scottish Play” is cursed, and I’m beginning to believe them!
I’ll get on the horn this afternoon and try to ring Lord Edward. I’m sure he must have a phone.
MINA. Thank you so much, Bram. I don’t know how I’ll ever thank you properly. Oh poor Seán, I hope
he’s alright.
STOKER (patting her arm). I’m sure he’s fine, my dear Mina: I’m sure he’s fine.
End of scene.

ACT III, Scene 2
Dr. Seward’s surgery near Piccadilly Circus, London. It’s well furnished, with a desk and two chairs, a
reclining barber’s chair with leather straps, an IV machine, a tray of hypodermic needles, etc.
Enter LUCILLA DESMOND.
LUCILLA. John, it was so good of you to see me on such short notice.
DR. SEWARD. Why, whatever is the matter, my dear Lucilla?
LUCILLA. I’ve had these terrible headaches ever since I was a young girl almost 40, I mean 30, years ago,
and they’ve begun to grow worse.
DR. SEWARD. Well, then I shall examine you and we will try to figure out their cause. Why don’t you sit
down here? (pointing to the chair; he begins to feel her temples). Does it hurt here…. or here?
LUCILLA. No, John, it is more behind my eyes.
DR. SEWARD. That sounds like a migraine to me.
LUCILLA. And what causes them?
DR. SEWARD. We don’t really know, but it could be triggered by light sensitivity.
LUCILLA. I’ll try to keep the lights lower at home and in my dressing room at the theatre, but it’s very
difficult to control the light strength on stage.
DR. SEWARD. I understand, but I’ll speak to Mr. Irving about it: perhaps we can redirect the lights
somewhat.
LUCILLA. That might be worth trying… By the way, I have something else I’d like to mention, but you
must promise not to tell anyone.
DR. SEWARD. Whatever is that, my dear?
LUCILLA. Young Mina, Bram’s typist, has been having fainting spells and while she’s unconscious she
speaks of horrors happening to her beloved Seán.
DR. SEWARD. What sort of things does she describe?
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LUCILLA. That he’s being attacked by some kind of monstrous being, seeking to devour his blood, that
sort of thing…
DR. SEWARD. That sounds rather serious. Why don’t you bring her around to the surgery later this
afternoon?
LUCILLA. I’ll see if she’s free. She was going to do some typing on Mr. Stoker’s new novel.
DR. SEWARD. Very well, ring me here if she’s able to come in. I should be available by 5:00 or so.
End of scene.

ACT III, Scene 3
The same as in the former scene: it is later in the day, so the light is lower. Dr. Seward is doing some
paperwork at his desk.
Enter LUCILLA and MINA.
MINA. Dr. Seward (extending her hand): it is so good of you to see me on such short notice.
DR. SEWARD. Not at all, my dear Miss MIna. Lucilla here is quite worried about you. Why don’t you lie
on this reclining chair: I’d like to hypnotize you.
MINA. Will this hurt? (as she lies on the reclining chair. Meanwhile Lucilla is standing to one side.)
DR. SEWARD. Not at all, Mina. You won’t even remember a thing. (He then takes a pocket watch from
his waistcoat, and begins using it as a pendulum). Now, I want you to begin counting back from 100…
99..98…
MINA (chiming along). 98… 97…96 (then is apparently unconscious). NO, don’t hurt him (yelling and
writhing in her chair). Get away from him! You horrible old man, why do you want his blood?
LUCILLA (looking on aghast). There she goes again, about the blood!
MINA. A dearg fhola, dearg fhola (“red of blood,” which is pronounced like “jar’ go la”).
LUCILLA (to DR. SEWARD). Whatever does that mean?
DR. SEWARD. It sounds like Gaelic: one of my professors taught me a bit of it. We’d better awaken her
(he then begins shaking her shoulder gently). Miss Mina, you may awaken now.
MINA (begins to rouse). Dr. Seward, what happened while I was asleep?
DR. SEWARD. I think you are psychically empathic with Seán, so you are somehow intuiting what is
happening to him. I fear he is in grave danger.
MINA. Why do you say that?
DR. SEWARD. While you were unconscious you spoke of an old man seeking Seán’s blood? Do you have
any idea why?
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MINA. No, except that I also had a nightmare Monday night in which a giant creature was trying to
devour my Seán: maybe it’s related to that?
DR. SEWARD. I have no idea, but I think we should ask Mr. Stoker’s advice. He has family from that part
of Ireland and is well aware of the local superstitions. I think we should stop by his office and see if he
has any idea what’s going on.
MINA and LUCILLA. Yes, by all means (looking at each other in surprise and then taking each other’s
hand).
End of scene.

ACT III, Scene 4
Stoker’s office as before. It is now growing dark, and we see Stoker behind his desk with his feet up on it,
smoking a cigar.
DR. SEWARD (bursting in). Good heavens, man, at least we find you here!
STOKER. John, whatever is the matter?
MINA and LUCILLA enter more demurely and move to opposite side of the desk.
DR. SEWARD. While Mina was under hypnosis she revealed some very disturbing things, namely that
Seán may be in dire straits in Ireland.
MINA. Bram, were you able to reach Lord Cooper in Sligo.
STOKER. No, damn and blast: it appears the man hasn’t caught up with modern technology and refuses
to get a ‘phone. The village telegraph office won’t deliver a message to him. I fear we will have to travel
there ourselves to get to the bottom of this matter.
DR. SEWARD, LUCILLA and MINA. Then, we’re all coming, too (again looking at each other in surprise).
STOKER. Very well, then, I’d best tell Mr. Irving: he won’t be best pleased, but there’s nought I can do
about it!
End of scene.

ACT III, Scene 5
Seán Haircéar’s room in Markree Castle as in II, 3. He is lying semi-conscious on the bed stirring
occasionally and groaning softly. A shadowy, cloaked figure enters through the door and approaches the
bed. When she removes the hood we realize that it is Mina, though in spirit form. She lifts Seán from the
bed and holds him upright, though his body is limp. She then begins to dance slowly with him, crooning
softly.
MINA. Seán, a chara, never fear: we are coming for you. My love for you will carry us.
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End of scene.

ACT III, Scene 6
Henry Irving’s dressing room, as in Act I. Irving is sitting at his table, reading a script. There’s a short
knock at the door and Stoker enters.
IRVING. What are you doing here, man. I thought you’d left for the day.
STOKER. I planned to, Mr. Irving, but something has come up which requires my immediate attention.
IRVING. And what is that, if you don’t mind.
STOKER. Young Mr. Haircéar, Mina’s fiancé, has apparently disappeared in Ireland and no one seems to
know where he is. Moreover, she’s had some rather disturbing dreams about him and while under
hypnosis with Dr. Seward revealed he may be in terrible jeopardy.
IRVING. There you go again about Seward and his voodoo medicine. You know I don’t believe in those
things.
STOKER. Well I do, and she does, and that’s what matters here.
IRVING. You mean to just up and leave like that, in the middle of this production?
STOKER. Yes, that’s exactly what I mean. I’m sure you’ll manage in my absence.
IRVING. Then take a long holiday in Ireland, because you may not have a job when you return.
STOKER. Well, then, Mr. Irving, au revoir or, as they say in Ireland, “see ya.”
End of scene and Act III.

INTERMISSION

ACT IV, Scene 1
Village inn, Toberbride, Co. Sligo (a few kilometers from Markree Castle), around sunset. The stage
shows the exterior of the building, a whitewashed, thatched cottage with flower boxes filled with
geraniums and petunias, as well as a bench along the front. Mina Murray and Lucilla Desmond are
sitting on the bench. They are wearing travelling clothes and light boots
LUCILLA (rubbing one of her boots). My God, Mina, aren’t you exhausted after all the travelling?
MINA. I am, but I want to go up to Markree Castle as soon as we can to enquire about Seán.
LUCILLA. I’m sure Dr. Seward and Bram will soon be back after sorting out our rooms. It’s fortunate the
inn was able to put us up on such short notice.
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MINA. Did you notice the strange look the innkeeper gave us when Bram said we planned to go up to
the Castle?
LUCILLA. And did you also see the quick sign of the cross he made when Bram mentioned Lord Cooper’s
name?
MINA. Yes: I do have an uneasy feeling about this place.
STOKER and DR. SEWARD enter from the interior of the inn. Both are wearing light travelling
suits and boots.
STOKER. Well, at least they were able to arrange three rooms for us. Dr. Seward and I can share one,
and each of you ladies will have your own, though sharing a single bathroom. However, they do have
indoor toilets unlike the tavern where we stopped for lunch!
MINA. Bram, thank you so much for arranging this and taking in our satchels.
STOKER. No problem at all, my dear Mina. We also obtained directions to the Castle from here: it’s only
about a mile or so.
DR. SEWARD. I suggest we have a bite to eat before walking there: one needs to keep up one’s strength
in these situations.
LUCILLA. I agree: I’m simply famished after journeying by train from Dublin, and then by coach from
Athlone. I thought we’d never get here.
STOKER. I realize things are a bit more primitive than you’re used to in London, dear Lucilla.
LUCILLA. Bram, I realize that. I don’t see how the Irish manage with these rutted dirt roads. It felt as
though the wheels on the coach would break from the constant vibration. I doubt my English ancestors
would have put up with these inconveniences!
STOKER. Lucilla, darling, your English ancestors? Why, your antecedents are as Irish as your hair roots
are dark! Where do you think the Desmonds come from?
LUCILLA. I have no idea, Bram: I always assumed they were Norman, “from the mounts,” or something.
STOKER. No, Lucilla, though they may be descended from the Norman-Welsh sons of Gerald, they are as
Irish as I am.
DR. SEWARD. At any rate, Bram, we need to get in to supper before the dining room closes.
STOKER. You are absolutely right, John.
End of scene.

ACT IV, Scene 2
Front of Markree Castle, in the baronial style, with large blocks of masonry, sconces in the form of male
torsos holding lit torches on either side of a heavy, oak door with iron bars and a circular iron knock, and
a semi-circular gravel driveway leading to the entrance.
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Enter STOKER, DR. SEWARD, LUCILLA and MINA, walking along the driveway up to the Castle
entrance.
DR. SEWARD. This is certainly a formidable entry way!
STOKER. Yes, and no one could ever break into this establishment.
MINA (clutching her shoulders). I get a chill just looking at it.
LUCILLA. Do you think we should just go up and knock on the door?
STOKER. Why not? (He proceeds to take the circular knocker and bang heavily on the door, which
resonates with the sound. Several seconds lapse when we then see the door slowly opening. Tadhg
comes forth.)
TADHG. Good evening. May I ask what you are seeking? We get very few visitors to the Castle.
MINA. Good sir, we are looking for my fiancé, a solicitor named Seán Haircéar, who came here on a
business matter this past Monday.
TADHG. I’m afraid no one of that name has been here.
STOKER. But he was scheduled to meet with Lord Edward Cooper to convey a deed for a property in
London.
TADHG. You would need to speak with his lordship about that.
STOKER. Is his lordship at home?
TADHG. I’m afraid not: he was called out rather suddenly on a most urgent matter. His friend, Lord
Bunbury, has taken ill and he’s gone to provide some aid.
DR. SEWARD. And when do you expect him to return?
TADHG. I’m not at all sure: his lordship doesn’t consult with me on his comings and goings.
DR. SEWARD. Well, if he does return, could you ask him to let us know if he’s heard anything from Mr.
Haircéar? We are staying at the inn in Toberbride (pronounced “to ber bree’ je”).
TADHG. If he returns….
STOKER. Well, then, good night! (TADHG retreats into the Castle and closes the door shut.)
LUCILLA. What a disagreeable man! I’m not at all certain that his lordship was not lurking behind the
door listening to the whole conversation.
DR. SEWARD. You may be right: the servant seemed to be hiding something.
STOKER. I think we should come back later tonight and see if we can find another entrance. I have
newfangled electric torches in my bag which we can bring back with us.
LUCILLA. Very good: if Seán is here, we will find him.
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End of scene.

ACT IV, Scene 3
Drawing room of Markree Castle, as in Act II. The room is set up as before, though the table is now bare.
We see the window in the center slowly opening.
STOKER (sticking his head through): I don’t see anyone here. (He then pulls himself through and drops to
the floor and then lends a hand to LUCILLA who comes in next, followed by MINA and then DR. SEWARD.
They are all holding flashlights.)
DR. SEWARD (looking around): It does seem rather quiet here – I notice the fireplace isn’t even lit.
LUCILLA (walking across the room to the door): I’ll look into the hallway to see if there’s any sign of life
(she opens the door and enters, returning a few moments later). No, nothing at all, which seems very
odd. Not even a mastiff or Irish wolfhound. (They then hear a sound from the hallway as if something
has crashed.)
MINA. I’m going to go through every room in this castle if necessary until I find my Seán. (She then exits
through the door.)
STOKER. I guess we have no recourse but to follow her. Let’s break up so we can search the whole
castle. Lucilla, you come with me, and Mina, why don’t you go with John. (Exeunt all.)
End of scene.

ACT IV, Scene 4
Seán Haircéar’s room, as in Act II. We see Seán’s arms tied to the top posters of the bed. He appears to
be unconscious, but still alive. Enter MINA, followed by DR. SEWARD.)
MINA (shouting): I see Seán and I think he’s alive! (She runs over to the bed.) My God, what have they
done to him!
DR. SEWARD (coming up next to her, begins to untie SEÁN’s arms and then starts rubbing them): He’s
lost a lot of blood (and then putting his head on SEÁN’s chest), but he’s still breathing.
Enter LUCILLA and STOKER.
STOKER: You’ve found him then.
DR. SEWARD: Yes, we have, but he’s barely alive. It looks as though he’s been drained of his blood.
LUCILLA: Those blood-sucking bastards!
Enter TADHG, holding out the bone-handled knife seen in Act II.
TADHG: Get away from him: he belongs to the goddess.
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STOKER: What do you mean, man?
TADHG: His blood was drained in a sacrificial rite on Béaltaine. No one ever recovers from that ordeal.
And now none of you will ever leave this castle. (He lunges with the knife towards STOKER, who quickly
disarms him and pockets the knife.)
TADHG: Damn!
STOKER: I bet you all didn’t know I was a champion boxer while at Trinity! (He holds TADHG’s arms
behind him. Just then LORD COOPER enters with a larger dagger drawn.)
MINA (shouting): Look out, Bram: someone else is coming in with a dagger.
STOKER (letting go of TADHG, who falls to the floor): You must be Lord Cooper.
LORD COOPER: That is I, and you must be some of Seán’s infernal friends. I knew I shouldn’t have let him
live.
DR. SEWARD: So, Lord Cooper, what do you mean to do with us?
LORD COOPER: Perhaps the goddess will have an even larger sacrifice than usual.
LUCILLA: You mean to kill us all?
LORD COOPER (laughing): I do, fair lady, unless you can think of another solution.
LUCILLA: We could always just take Seán and pretend none of this ever happened…
LORD COOPER: At least until you got back to London, you mean. (While they’ve been speaking, MINA
has come around behind LORD COOPER. She pounces on his back, at which time he drops the dagger.
STOKER goes to grab it: a fight ensues between the two men. They tussle over it: COOPER holds it over
STOKER’s head ready to stab him, when he pulls out the small knife and stabs COOPER in the chest.
COOPER falls and grabs a hold of the end of the knife.) Well, you and your accursed friends have done
it: you’ve ended the Béaltaine ritual forever. I guess I am the goddess’s last victim. (He dies.)
TADHG: I can’t believe it: you’ve killed the master. (Fade out.)
End of scene and Act IV.

Act V, Scene 1
Public house on Wellington Street, London, as in Act I. At a large round table are seated as follows:
STOKER, DR. SEWARD with LUCILLA next to him. The latter is drinking a glass of white wine, while the
men are drinking pints of beer. It is the evening of May 25, about three weeks after the previous Act.
Everyone has been drinking and they are obviously all in a good mood. There is a buzz in the
background, as if the public house is fairly crowded.
DR. SEWARD (to STOKER): So, you say you heard from the constabulary in Sligo Town today that they
don’t plan to prosecute the death of Lord Cooper.
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STOKER: No, apparently there had been reports of mysterious disappearances in connection with
Markree Castle for quite some time, as well as complaints of odd behavior concerning Lord Cooper, so
they decided his death may have been warranted.
DR. SEWARD: That must have been quite a relief for you.
STOKER: You have no idea, my good man.
DR. SEWARD: And how are things going with Mr. Irving?
STOKER: Better since we returned. He actually seems to appreciate what I do for him!
Enter SEÁN, with his arm bandaged and looking rather frail, supported by MINA.
SEÁN (to the rest of the assembly): So, it’s been decided: Mina and I are to have a June wedding!
(General applause; then SEÁN takes MINA’s hand). If it hadn’t been for her, I don’t know whether any of
us would have survived….
MINA: It was nothing no other red-blooded, Irishwoman wouldn’t have done.
LUCILLA: Yes, I guess we’re all Irish under the skin.
DR. SEWARD: Well, perhaps not all of us… unless you want to count by marriage.
STOKER: You mean…
DR. SEWARD: Yes, Lucilla and I are to be married, too (taking LUCILLA’S hand).
STOKER: Well, then this is a time for celebration.
DR. SEWARD: I guess we could conclude that Lord Cooper actually brought us all together and showed
us the vital importance of being…
LUCILLA: What, my darling?
DR. SEWARD: Earnestly, I can’t recall what I was going to say.
End of scene and Act V.
Curtain.
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